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NO CERTIFICATE.

BY MRA, M. L. RAYNE

HE elock striking nine

N
M]",\. ( sounded like a koell
‘G’-’.‘.'-' L to the two old people
PN % sitting In thelr dull,

\ * hopeless misory, one
“%¥% on ecach side
tuble, like strangers,
tha tirst time in forty years, [t wgs
not death, this uniovited guest that
had obtruded its nnwelcome presence,
but something worse—disgraco, and its
baleful shadow obsourcd the light of
heaven. And the night without was
as drear as their hearts within

The womnn took = flat tin candle-
atickk from the table and lighted the
it of eandle it held,

*“Yon'll be coming up soon, David?"
ahe nsked, wistfully.

“I'll rest on thoe settle here to-night,”
he siuld, sternly.

“David, you'll not bs the one to

sep'rate us that have been joined to- |

gether a lifetime? 1 couldn't abear
that man, 1 really couldn't.”

“Wait n bit, Rachel. Maybe to-mor-
row it will seem clearer, but to-night
I mus' think, and try for wisdom to see
God's hand in this."

“You'll wind the clock, David, and
put Malty outside?!

She was making n brave fight for
strength, and it is on the plain and
homely duties of life that we find the
firmest footing. Rachel knew this,
pnd solaced her breaking heart with
trifles.

*And if you have a poor turn in the
night, you'll eall me?" she said,

*Yes, mother.”

Bhe turned away with n sigh that
rent David's heart, but waited with
ner hand on the stair door.

“There's a shroud in the eandls to-
night,” she pointed to the guttering
wick.

I wish there was—I wish tu heaven
there was, nnd 'twere for me," said the

“YOU'LL DE COMING UF g0ON, TAvVIDM™

man, bowing his head until the wispa
of soft gray hair fell over his troubled
face.

“*Good night, David.™

The pitiful note of supplication in
her volee did not fall unheeded on his
ear,

“Why, Rachel, I most forgot—good
night, mother,"

“He called me mother!” said Rachel
to herself, when she had renched her
room, and, setting the eandle on the
little stand, she sank on her knees by
the bed.

“God haye merey,"” she prayved, “and
Iay not this sin at our doors!"

Then she lay down, removing only
thier shoes, as if to be ready for any
emergency, but she did not, eould not
sleep. The pillow next to her was
empty—for the first time,

Bhe closed her eyes and listened to
an occasionnl movement below —a
groan—wordsof supplication—eries for
deliverance from the awful thralldom
of tais grief. She could not see the
tender, plaintive lines of that dear old
face softening into tears or hardening
into the rigid lines of duty. Sheslipped
from the bed and felt her way down
the familiar stairs.

“Husband!' she
slenping "

“No, mother.”

Again the most beautiful word in the
English language smote her ear like
blow.

“David, haven't all the blessed years
that are gone meant something?  Iso't
our love
white paper?"

“Hush, woman! Tempt me not to
brenk the lnws of God and man know-
Ingly; it is enough to know thut we
have sinned through ignorance. Oh,
God!" —he lifted his voice in inspired

called; “‘are you

supplication like the prophets of old— |

*if Thou canst forgive, it 15 not for

man to blame!

Rachel took advantage of this mo-
ment of npparent softening and kneel-
ing by him laid her hend on his shoul-
der.

“David, let me stay with you?"

*Go back to your room, Hachel; we
must ench bear this eross alone."

“Muy 1 kiss you, dear?"

“No, pu, womanl Who knows that
it might not be aasin? Until we can
se0 our way clear out of this dark
shadow, we must live apart as stran-
"“r&"

“There is o way, David, to aet it
right,"

*And to confess our sin to the world!”

*"That is your pride, David."

Just so, woman. My pride is a life
of integrity, and it's had o sore fall, I
had much to lose."

“While I have only you. God help

me! [ have forgot the Creator more
thun the ecreature. My punishment
Las comel"

He heard the crylng as she wont
away in the darkness, but said no word
to comfort or recall her. Bhe could
not know that his grief was equal to
hers.

But it had that granite flber which
glves u mon courage to die st the stake
for his principles, and inspires o
doggred resolution to suffer found often
fn wealk ustures, wnd somotlmes
oelled obstinacy in the minor events of
Lfe. It wus thu flrst call o martyr-

|
of the

worth more than a bit of |

dom that David had Heard, and It ex
cluded all other voloos,

But Rachel—she could nevor be auve
that she hnd fallen asleepand dreamued
it—thought that her husband came
and bent over her, that a tear fel! on
her forehead, and that he patted her
gray hair with a loving teueh,

The next morniag o ated the
anguish of the precicin © day and
night. Suddenly Rnche: wslcod:

“Have you thought of the children,
Dayid, what it means to them?"

“Aye, woman, and a sore thonght it
has been, Whether or no to tell them
of their parents’ sin, beset me like a
machination of the evil ona. But I put
it away. God gave mo strength for
that. And this day I will consider in
what way to acquaint them with their
misfortune. ™

Another blow for the loving heart ol
Rachel, Her boy, liviog with his little
fomily far distant, had his mother's
sensitive nature; the trouble might
kill him.
| The girl, Drusilla, was like her
father; martyrdom would be a crown.
In her stern renunciation she might
never see either of them again.

tu bie done.  God's broken Iaw must be
patehed up by one of His eommis-
sioners—the minister could help them
out of their present difficulty, but for
the pnst not all the tears of all the
sngels could make that whole and
clean again.

These two who for forty years had
Dulieved themselves man and wile—
whom no man had put asunder—were
to be married ngain.

It all came abput throngh a lnwyer's
letter disputing their title jointly held
to property owned in o distant state,
und requesting them to forward o copy
of their marviage cortificate, and prove
the validity of thelr elaim.

Once in o hundred years such a case
Liappens, but that it should have come
to those God-fenring, law-abiding, in-
offensive people who were as simple
amd innoeent as children, seemod un-
secountable,  David took the matter
to heart us a personal sin,

Their minister was accustomed to all
sorts of sinners, but that any two peo-
ple, as simple and guileless as these
two biates in the wood, had gone
thvougrh life as law breakers puzzled
him greatly.

e wonld aave langhed, but the aw-
ful carnestness of this domestie trage-
dy struel him with tragie force. When
he saw hachel in her bridal finery of

| forty wears ago, the little old man in
| the coat that hwd been laid away for
| his burinl, both trembling with an ex-
| eess of emotion, he felt impelied to
save them from themselves.

“We are in o heap of trouble, sir™
David began, simply, and without any

luin_-mnlm-ntilm he told his story,

| tears,

| They had never

certitiente; it had not been given to
tnem by the minister who had married
!them in the old home, back east, and
the lawyer's letter first acquainted
them with the omission.

“We can see now that it should
never have happened, but we didn't
really sense it till the lawyer man
| wrote again and told us we were not
| married until we could prove it by
witnesses or certifieate!” and David
wiped his flushed face with his wed-
| ding handkerchief,

! A small folded paper fell from ita
| folds, which the minister picked up
mechanieally nad passed to Rachel

"WE ARE IN A HEAP OF TROUBLE, SIR.'

It was yellow and creased, but when

she unfolded it she gave o great ery!
“Husband! It's the certificate! You

{ had it all the time and never knew it

| Thanle God!"

*1 thought it was a receipt for the
|fee I give him—honest 1 did, wife,
| and nin't ever looked at it since that
{day. It's the hand of Providence that's
give it banck. And we're married and
have been all those years? That's the
blessedest piece of paper I've seen in
my life, and there ain't enough money
in these United States to buy it.™

“We'll frame it and hang it whers
we can see it every day,” suggested
Rachel.

“Hooray!"” eried the little old bride

escaped, except those of love and ten-
derness. ‘I must kiss the brids!"

Aud as the minister turned his bacl
on the scene, he pondered lopg on the
text: ‘*The meek shall inherit the
earth."—Detroit Free Press,

Duo to Imnglontion,

Bome writers ol ses-songs were poor
sailors. “'I'm on the sea! I'm on the
seal” wrote “Barry Cornwall,” as if
life on the ocenn wave were a joy. But
it was his imagination that wrote the
song, for he was the sickest of sailora
and dotested the sen.

*1 had iv from Mra Proctor,” says
Sentley, the singer, *who told me that
she used to tease bim, homming
strain of his jovial sea-sone as he lay,
a very log, huddled in shawis and o
tarpaulin, crossing the chaunel, with
barely sufficieut animation left to ut.
ter: ‘My dear, don't!'"”—Youth's Coms
panion.

—LConcerning Athletes and Others.—
Blim (superciliously)—*'8oine men are
ull muscle and no braing"” Miss Tiller
—"And some are not even vice versa”
—Detroit Free Presa '

| grudge the poor

As the day wore on there was much |

! penniless Coburg prince,

| which Rachel aceentuated with her |
missad the |

| New York police court,

groom, out. of whose face ull lines had | with me,”

EX-EMPRESS CARLOTTA.

Her Unhappy Life Is Rapldly
Drawing to a Olose.

Oonrt Gosslp Mas Tt Thst Her Death Wil
Be the Signsl for & Lawsalt in Which
Royalty Will Be the Con-
toating Partics.

On the 16th of Septembar all Mex-
fonna ecelebrated the anniversary of
their nationnl decluration of independ-
ence (enacted 1810), while in the lonely
cnstle of Bovehoute, near Brussels, the
life of ome who paid for the dream of o
Latin empire by the loss of a husband
and of her reason was slowly ebbing
awny.

Ex-Empress Charlotta is dying, and
even her Dbitterest enemies — if the
royal lunatic has not outlived the last
of those who suffered by Maximilinn's
infamons black decree—will scarce be-
woman this final
crumb of comfort; no one except the
king of the Delgians.

And this statement the St. Louis
Globe-Democrat explains as follows:

Leopold 11, is the eldest brother aof
the ex-empress, and as the head of
the family appointed himself adminis<
trator of the enormous fortune left hy
her father, the flrst of his name and
dynasty. Leopold the elder entered
the newly-created kingdom in 1881 as &
and  died
thirty-four years later two hundred
times a millionaire, lenving his riches
to his two sons, Leopold II and the
count of Flanders, and his daughtery
Princess Carlotta, who ot the tima had!
just fastened the imperial diadem of
Mexico on her bow.

The empress was deelared insane by |
the organs of the vatican, October 4, |
1865, On June 10, 1807, the Latin em-
pire on the American continent ended
with the exeoution of Maximilian. The
marringe of thissingulnrly unfortunate
couple had not been blessad with ehil-
dren; there was nothing and nobody to
intorfere with the continuance of Leo- |
pold’s administration of the 50,000,000
francs estate left to the empress, which ‘

at first he had ussumed only tempora-
rily.

These 50,000,000 francs have now been
for thirty long years in Leopold'shands
—that ig, in the keeping of n person
who, by reason f his high station, is

|

|

CARLOTTA AS SHE LOOKED WHEN EM- |
PRESS OF MEXICO.

above the law, who therefore cannot
do wrong in the sense criminal, but is
nevertheless amenable to the eivil
courts, as was proved some little time
ago when his majesty had indualged in
a shabby real estate speculation ‘‘to
round off one of his estates,” and was
forved to disgorge the land unjustly |
taken from & poor man for a song by |
way of royval exproprintion, It is whis- |
pered in Drussels court circles that
these legal measures were instigated by
members of the Austrian imperial fam- |
fly. notably Archduke Carl Ludwig,
who, like Emperor Francis Joseph, was
a brother of the late unhappy Maximil-
ian. It was the intention to make o
test case of King Leopold's standing
before tho civil courts. That being es-
tablished—in his mojesty's disfavor—
the Austrinns are now but waiting foe
Carlotta’s demise to asle for an accounts
ing and incidentally for their share of
the inheritance.

That is the reason why Leopold IT.
ghudders at the mere thought of his
sister’s release from an almost unbear-
nble existence, for—and this is another
painful rumor hawked about the palaca
corridors—the ex-empress’ 50,000,000
francs have disappeared; her fortune
has no longer tangible existence.

Very Youthful Love Affalr.

Just think ef It! A ten-year-old
wooer anid o ten-year-old “wooee” in a
The babe was
c¢harged by the little miss with forcing
his attentions upon her, much to her
annoyance. -When the small prisoner
was placed at the bar only the top of |
his head wuas visible. In the severest
tones the magistrate asked: “What
have you to say for yourself, young
man?" Inastendy voice, large for his
years and stature, the devoted one re-
plied: I wuzn't doin' nuthin' to the
lady. Ionly asked her to have a sody
At this the pretty little
prosecutrix smiled sarcastically and re-
fterated her charge. Then the cadi
severely lectured the “young man' and
told him to cease his wooing if he would
retain his freedom, The woes of life
apparcatly begin in the nursery nowa-
days.

Peach Btones Used as Fuel

In California it hos been found that
peach stones burn ns well as the best
coal and give out more heat in propor-
tion to weiglit. The stones taken out
of the fruit that is tinned or dried are
collected and sold at the rate of 83 per
ton.

Neckties Made of Alominom.
Aluminum neclties are now being in-
troduved. They are really made of the
cosmupolitan metal, and frosted or
ptherwise ornamented in  various
shapes, imitating the ordinary silk or
patin article.

Length of Teiegraph Wirea,
According to a Iatp estimate by an
slectric journal the world now has 8¢
900,000 tiles of felegraph wire in use, |

! troubled water.

JAPANESE COPPERS.

Thelr FProcesa of Detectioy Crimianis Is
Prompt and Slmple,

Mr. James R. Morse, of Yokohnma,
happened to be spending the night with
his friend, Mr. Denison, in Toliyo, when
n sneale thief entered the house and
stole his pocketbook containing seventy
dollars and n number of valunble po-
pers. The matter, writes Willlam E,
Curtis in the Chicago Record, was re-
ported to the police In the mornlug,
with a deseription of the purse and its
contents, and within forty-eight hours
the papers were recoverad and the thief
had begun o term of six years' impris-
onment ab Ishikowa, the national peni-
tentinry.

The process of his detection was very
prompt and simple,  The erime wus re-
ported at police heandgquarters at eight
o'clock in the morning. By nine the

POLICEMEN AND A PRECINOT BTATION.

{ theft and deseription of the property
hiad been telephoned to every precinet |

in the ecity nnd to all the suburban
towns and were known to every officer
on duty. Ina little village about ten
miles from the eenter of Tokyo o man
entered a ten house during the after-
noon and showed a eard upon which
Mr. Morse's name was engraved. Tea
houses in Japan correspond with sa-
loons in the United States as resorts
for loafers and the erooked classes, and
the policemen wateh them aceardingly.
The nesans, as the waiter girls are
ealled., coquette with the policemen and
often aid them in the performance of
their duty. Soit was perfectly natural

! for the policemnn on that beat o tell

the nesans the story of the robbery and
it was equally so for this nesan to report
to the policeman about Mr. Morse's
card. The circumstance was suspicious
enongh to justify an arrest, and before
night the thief was in the central sta-
tion at Tokyo. He had the pocketbook
and all the papers on his person, but
had spent most of the money in a spree
the night before and had been robbed
of the remainder during a drunken stu-
por that followed.

PHOTOGRAPHIC WONDER.

A Frenchman's Apparatns for Taking
Submarine FPlotures,

Mr., Louis Boutan has made some in-
teresting experiments In  submarine
photography. He is an ardent student
of zoology, and during the investigra-
tions he made on the shores of the
Mediterranean he was so impressed
with the beauty of the sights offered
that he concluded to make some effort
to represent them by picturesns well as
by words. His first experiments were
made at a slight distance under the
surface of the water, where the intensi-
ty of the light is still suflicient for the
production of photographs; he con-
structed s camern and an instantane-
ous shutter especially adapted for use
in water. Finding it desirable to tuke
pletures at greater depths, Mr., Boutan
resorted to the employment of artificial
light, ond employed an apparatus
whose construction 18 shown in the
cut.

The apparatus comprises a barrel, T,
containing oxygen und carrying a glass
globe, C, in which is placed a lamp, A,
having n wick impregnated with alco-
hol. The operator by pressing the
bulb, P, at the end of the tube, H,

BUBMARINE PHOTOGRAT'LLY.

may throw some magnesivm powder
into the flame, or otherwise produce a
flash light within the globe €. The
operator puts on a diving suit provided
with the usual air supply pipe, 8, and
places his camera, M, which is water-
tight, in proximity to the oxygen bar-
rel, T, 50 that he can readily actuate
the shutter and the flash light appa-
ratus.

He Numbered His Footstops.

There is a good deal of information
given to the world that is quite un-
usled for. A ocurlous statistician has
put himself to the trouble of counting
the number of steps he took in wallcing
during the wheole year. The number he
finds to have been 0,700,100, or nn
average of 90,744 steps 4 day. Going
siill further into the details, he de-
clares that over 800,000 of these steps
were taken In golng up and down
studrs, The learned gentleman neg-
lect” to state, however, what benefit he
and his fellow crestures will derive
from this careful computation.

0Il on Troubled Waters,

0Oil is no longer to be poured on
It is to be fired lke o
shell from a gun. Asa waveapproaches
a bomb filled with ofl is to be precipi-
tated in its direction. The bladder
will be perforated with small holes,
#0 that the oil will ron out slowly and
continue its work for s greater length
of time than would otherwise be the
Clbt.

MAKE WAY FOR THE FOOTBALL KING.

¢ When Antumn palnts the leaves o' nigl

hts, and seirs the waving grasess,

Then comes the chiof of all dolights—tho (dol of tho sscs:
And what though off the field they bring him home in shireds and patoles,

He'd rather be the Football Klug thun

#all s thousand yailches
—Chicago Press and Mail

His Heason.

She was rather proud of her enrs and
she blushed with pleasure when he
blurted out:

“I'm mighty glad you never had your
ears pierced.”

“Why?" she asked, In expectation of
& compliment.

“Why, hang it all, {t costs money to
buy enrrings,” he returned,

That's why she considers him a “mean
thing."—Chicago Evening Post.

The Unemuneclpated Man,
“Now mind the baby. sir,” quoth shea
“I'm very Ukely to,' sighsd he;
“Ior thot {8 how "twill have to ba—
The baby never will mind me. ™
—Judge

EXCELLENT PROSPECTS.

';--J"‘u #’('.‘:‘“- ﬂ <>
s +y X : Ml (4
e { 2

Madge—I renlly think Jack wonld
ask you to marry him if his prospects
were better,

Dorathy—Indeed, if he only knew it,
his prospects are very good. You don't
know how fond I am of him.—Bay City
Chat.

And Had No Returns,

“0dd about that killing of Smedly,
wasn't it?"

“I hadn't heard.”

“Yes: took o $5,000 policy only last
week and yesterday was shot and
killed."

“Well, some fellows were born Iucky
—I've been paying preminms for twen-
ty-five years!"—Chicago Record,

No Chlldren.

“Bumpley seems wonderfully well
satisfled with himself.”

*“Yes, There's nothing you can men-
tion that lie doesn't think he knows all
about.”

HWell'l suppose you can’t blame him.
He hans no children old enough to ask
questions and take the conceit out of
him.”"—Washington Star.

Not o Covhgoylte.

Mother—What! Do you intend to
marry o foreigner?

ton—She is o highly cultivated Eng-
lish grirl, mother.

“Iow do you know she Is highly cul-
tivated?"

*She speaks the same sort of English
that 1 do."—N. Y. Weekly.

The Facetious Conductor.

Trolley Car Conductor—Pay your fare
or et off.

Dignified Philaelphian—What do yon
take me for, sir?

Trolley Car Conductor—Fi' cents,
same as anybody else!—Philadelphin
ltem.

BOTH IN A DILEMMA.

\.=~"“‘ /) ¢

Bhe—Turn your head the other way,
little boy; 1 want 'to get over.,

He—I can't, I've got o stiff necle.

Bhe—Well, turn your back around
then,

He—Please, ma'am, I don’t want to;
1 haven't got no seat in my pants.—
Truth.

Likoly,
Wife—Dear me, there's s bug in this
milk.
Husband—It must be n water bug.—
Brooklyn Life.

The Truth of It.
“Many er man,” sald Uncle Eben,
“ '‘magines dat he's a philosopher when
"a's jes' plalp lazy,"—Washington Star.

A Dlesslng with & Yengeancn,

A man who always borrowed the
paper and whp brought a chair with
him to church in order to avoid paying
pew rent invited the editor and the
preacher to dine with him, There wos
nothing on the table but bacon and
greons.

“Will yon nsk a blessing, parson?™
sald the host.

T will,” exelnimed the preacher, with
energy. ‘‘Lord, make us thankful for
what wo are abont to receive, and
when we have received it give uas
strengrth to reach home safely with our
appetites!”—Chicago Times-Herald,

Almost n Hint,

A little boy was told that he mnst
never ask for anything at the table, ns
it was not good manners to do so. The
consequence was that he was frequently
overlooked. Ome day his father sald:

“Johnny, get me a clean plate for my
lettuee.”

“Take mine, pa; it's olean.” and he
added, with o slgh: *“There hasn't been
anything puton It yet."—Texas Siftings.

I‘m on the TRulns,

“These firemen must be a frivolons
set,” said Mr. Spillkins, who was read-
ing n paper.

"“'h_\‘ so™

*1 read in the paper that after a fire
wos under control, the firemen played
all might on the ruins. Why didn't
they go home and go to bed like sensi-
ble men, instead of romping about like
children?"—Texas Siftings.

Thoey Might Turn Out Poor.

Fond Parent—Bobby, dear, you have
another new little brother. Aren't you
pleased?

Bobby—XNo, pop, I can't say that Iam.
I'm not stuek on having a whole raft of
relutions.—N. Y. World.

Henrd on the Streot.
“I'm onto you," the mud pool oried

Tothe trousors 1t had dotted
“Ah, yes." the trousers sodly sighed,

“[see you have me spotted.”

~La A W. Bulletin

A BIT O BRITISH uAl.f.nHTn!.

Worleman tpolitely, to old lady, who
has accidentally got into n smmoking
compartment)—You don't object to my
pipe, I 'ope, mum?

Old Lody—Yes; I do object, very
strongly.

Workman—0Oh, then, out you get!--
Punch.

Vegetable Diot,

Jonea—That's nll nonsense about eat-
ing mest being lojurious to health. My
ancestors for hundreds of yearsute
ment,

Vegetarjan—Yes, and where are they
now? Dead, aren't they?—Texus 8ift
ugs

Entirely Conslstent,

Johnnie (the office boy)—0ld Berry,
the grocer, is downstairs and wants to
know why you didn't answer his letter
about last month's bill.

Editor—Tell him he forgot to inclose
a stamp.—N, Y. Recordeor.

A Regular Snnps
“What Is Smith doing now?"
“He s traveling with o circus.™
“Pretty hard worls, isn't it?"
“No; he has nothing to do except to
stick his head in the lion's mouth twice
a day."—Texas Siftings.

Lasy Jolinnoy.

“Well, Johnny,"” sald a doting uncle
to his little nephew, who had been
flsking all day, *did you catch a good
many fish?"

“No, uncle, but I drowned a good
mmny worms."—London 'it-Bits.

Hls Torrible Suspense.
“I'm awfully unessy about my wifel”
“Why—what—2"
“1 suw her go into the milliner's shop
across the way just now."—Chlcago
Record,

Glve Mol
Give mo the man who sings at his worl,
Whone melody soars with the son:
Yeos, give mo tho man who siogs ot his works
And give mo, oh, glwime & gun|
—lndio Journal
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